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silent, deferential people, such as station-masters,
butlers, gardeners, what they make of it all! Yet
one cannot do it, and even if one could, ten to
one they would not or could not tell you. But
here is going to be a sedate confession. I am
going to take the world into my confidence, and
say, if I can, what I think and feel about the little
bit of experience which I call my life, which seems
to me such a strange and often so bewildering a
thing.
Let me speak, then, plainly of what that life has
been, and tell what my point of view is. I was
brought up on ordinary English lines. My father,
in a busy life, held a series of what may be called
high official positions. He was an idealist, who,
owing to a vigorous power of practical organisa-
tion and a mastery of detail, was essentially a man
of affairs. Yet he contrived to be a student too.
Thus, owing to the fact that he often shifted his
headquarters, I have seen a good deal of general
society in several parts of England. Moreover,
I was brought up in a distinctly intellectual
atmosphere.
I was at a big public school, and gained a
scholarship at the University. I was a moderate
scholar and a competent athlete ; but I will add